Michelangelo did not paint for them: he painte^for me, and for
people like you and me. We are the spectators for whom he
painted: we are the Church which drew out his gifts. It was for •"
us that Bach and Beethoven composed, that Phidias and Rodin '
made statues, that the poets sang and the philosophers became
seers. It is you who are faithless and disloyal i» giving the allegi-
ance we owe to them to corrupt gangs of little lawyers and poli-
ticians and priests and adventurers organized as States and
Churches and dressed up like actors to seem the thing they are
not. They pretend to see events with glass eyes, and to hear the
music of the spheres with ass's ears. [She pauses. Immense is
staring before him like a man in a trance]. Are you listening? [He
does not answer], I know. You are thinking how you can work
all this into an article.
immenso [waking up suddenly] Damn it, I am. [He salutes].
ToucheJ
MRS ETTEEN. Plait-itt
immenso. That is what a fencer says to his adversary when he
acknowledges a hit. Yes: you got in that time. But why should
I not make it into an article? It is my trade.
mrs etteen. Couldnt you make it into an action of some sort.
Couldnt you kill somebody, for instance, as all the people who
are in earnest do?
immenso. I am prepared to kill. You may think it boasting;
but, like Hamlet, I do not hold my life at a pin's fee when my
fate cries out. As I am not going to kill anybody—shall I say as
we are not going to kill anybody?—I suppose our fate does not
cry out.
mrs etteen. Oh yes: I am as great a coward, as futile a creature
as you: dont think I dont know it. Shall I tell you why that is?
immenso. You evidently will, whether I say yes or no.
mrs etteen. It is because we have not really finished with the
sensualities, the crudities, the vulgarities and superstitions that
are holding us back. We have not had time to exhaust them, to
survive them, to be forced to provide for a spiritual future on
earth when they are all dead in us, just as we are forced to provide
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